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for a stranger, and often found himself tingling un-
comfortably.
He wandered on to a big green that ran alongside
the harbour, divided from the shallow water by a low
sea-wall and a road lined with casuarinas. Here a
hundred Chinese nonyas took the air, driving to and
fro in glittering motors. Bareheaded, their glass-
smooth hair a pincushion of ornaments, they lounged
back; their suet-coloured, oily faces contented and
impassive. Carriages and pairs crammed with Parsees
and Klings, all of them with their families, dashed
past, the harness of the prancing horses clinking, the
white fly brushes held by the scarlet footmen trailing
in the wind. The dipping sun yellowed the vast green,
where hundreds of Europeans in flannels were playing
tennis, or sitting at round tables in front of the large
red-brick pavilion with glasses in front of them.
Europeans seemed as sands of the sea in Singapore.
Archibald Podd felt like a hermit crab without a shell,
lonely and unprotected He reflected that he also
could hire a tumbler to keep him company. But the
big hotel in front of the green looked too grand for
such as he. He was aware that those sitting at the
round tables on the long narrow veranda would be
glad to meet him if they knew he was young Mr Podd
from Borneo, but explanations were exhausting in that
climate, and he was content to slip down a side street
and enter a small but clean-looking house of refresh-
ment which he had already noticed
There were only a few small tables in the place.
The waitress was a Tamil woman with a jewelled
nose. She was fat; the size of the place, Archibald